Th* T ragedie e/Hamlet 

Hof. Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftemper,you do 
forely bar the doore vpon your owne liberty, if you deny your 
griefes to your friend. 

Ham. Sir I lack aduancement. 

Rof. How can that be when you haue thevoyceof the King 
himfclfe for your fucceflion in Denmark?. 

Enter the Players with Recorders . 

Ham. I fir, but wile the graffe grows, the prouerb is fomthiag 
mufty, oh the Recorders, let me fee one, to withdraw with you, 
why do you go about to reeouer the wind of me, as if you would 
driue me into a toyle ? 

Gu.O my lord if my duty be too bold, my loue is too vnmanerly 
Ham. 1 do not well vnderftand that, will you play vpon this pipe > 
Guyl.Uy lord I cannot. 

Hdw.Iprayyou. 

G«//.Beleeue me I cannot. ' o 

Haml befeech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch of it tny Lord. . , e 

Ham.lt is as eafie as lyingrgouern thefc ventages with your fin. 
gers, 8c the thumb giue it breath with your mouth, and it wd dif- 
courfe moft eloquent tnufique,look you, thefc are the flops. 
guyl. But thefe cannot I command to any vtrance of harmony,. 

1 haue not the skill. ... , e 

Ham. Why look you now how vnworthy a thing you make ©t 
me, you would play vpon me.you would feemtoknow my flops, . 
you would pluck out the heart of my myfterie , you would found 
me from my loweftnoteto my compaflc, and there is much mu- 
fique, excellent voice in this little organ, yet cannot you make it 
fpeak s’blood do you think I am eafiet to be plaid on then-apipe, 
call roe what Inftrumcnt you will, though you fret me not, you 
cannot play vpon me. God blc ffe you fir. 

Enter Polonim . 

Pol. My Lord,the Qiieen would fpeak with you, and prefently. 
Ha.T>o you feeyonder cloud that’s almofiin (hape or aCafiotf 
/V.By’th maffe and tis like a Camel! indeed, 
f&ww.Me thinks ie t islike a Wezcll.. 

•Fol.lt is black like a WezclL 
Ham.Ot like a Whale* 

!W.V«jr like ftWhal*. mmVm 
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(Pr/nct? a/ Denmark?. 

Ham.Then I will come to my mother by and by, 

They fool me to the top of my bent, I wil come by&by, 

Leaue me friends. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is eafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church-yards yawne, and hell it felfe breaks out 
Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood 
And do fuch bufineffeas the bitter day 
Would quake to lookeon : loft, now to my mother, 

0 heart loofe not thy nature ! let not euer. 

The foule of Nero enter this firme boforae ! 

Let me be cruell,not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpeak dagger to her,but vfe none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites, 

How in my words fomeuer (he be fhent, 

To giue them fealesneuer my foule confent. i&t. 

Enter King^oftncrausyOnd Guyldenfierne. 

King. I like him not,nor (lands it fafe with vs 
To let his madneffe range,therefore prepare you, 

I your commifiion will forthwith dilpatch, 

And he to England (hall along with you. 

The termes of our eftate may not en dure 
Hazard fo neer’s as doth hourtly grow, 

Outofhisbrowes. 

Guyl. We will ourfeluesprouide, 

Moft holy and religious feare it is 
To keep thofc many many bodies fafe 
That Hue and feed vpon your Maiefty. 

Rof The (ingle and peculier life is bound. 

With all the flrength and armour of the mind 
To keep it felfe from noyance,but much more 
That fpirit,vpon whofe weale depends and refts 
The Hues of many, the ceffe of Maiefty 
Dies not alone ; but like a gulfe doth draw 
What's neere it.with it, or it is a maffie wheele 
Fixt on the fomnet of the higheft mount. 

To whofe huge (pokes, ten thouland lt(fer things 

Arc morceift and adioynd,whtch when it falls, 

Eatn 
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